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On Human Power   * 
Engineering 
Engineering operations using people — and sometimes many- 
people instead of a few people and powerful machines — I call 
•human power-' engineering We in the West have tended to look 
down on such approaches, notably utilized today in the Orient in 
building roads and dams, and have favored the substitution of 
machine power for human power We sit back and watch more and 
more of our functions taken over by machines on the basis that for 
the particular operation < ignoring satisfactioni and with the 
present profligate valuing and use of natural resources, the 
machines are more "efficient." May I urge a reconsideration of 
human power on the basis of the total satisfactions of life — rather 
than the speed of building a particular road, for example — and 
w ith the growmg recognition that we must approach new rates and 
ultimately equilibria in our utilization of resources. 
Consider first the value we place today on petroleum products 
and coal The companies that own these resources pump and dig 
them out and price them with no reference to the millions of years 
for their natural production nor to the rights to resources of future 
generations Gasoline or coal priced today for a few pennies will 
produce in a marine the work of a person active all day — it is no 
wonder that we cannot afford to involve many people with our 
machines 
And so our society may indeed be moving in the direction of 
machines producing the products, with a small elite trained to 
operate the machines, taking qualifying examinations to be 
allowed to work, and with the rest of the population at "leisure", as 
Kurt Vonnegut. Jr suggests in "Player Piano'' Our devaluing of 
- -'" *-S^*:*»B| 
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First Place: Essay 
mzzttt&xm*x*v*wm^ 
First Place: Photography 
the cost of fuel has devalued the 
effort of humanity We cannot af- 
ford to hire you if you do not 
operate machines We would have 
to pay too much for your low 
productivity The efforts of 
humanity unaided by machines are 
almost worthless according to 
these values 
But we are beginning to 
recognize that these values are 
wrong The costs of fuel should 
include the controlling of pollution 
by that fuel, and the smoothing of 
the scars on the earth We should 
identify and recover the hidden 
costs of technology use, and in- 
clude in our judgments of "ef- 
ficiency" some measure of human 
satisfaction We are happier, I 
believe, finding useful outlets for 
our work, paid or unpaid, than 
exercising in our living rooms on 
bicycle   machines    How  can   we 
move toward a better utilization of 
at least that minimum human 
effort that is essential for human 
health? How can we rejoin the 
economy of work, that gives such 
low value to the unaided human act 
- from violin playing not for a 
recording or singing not for radio 
amplification to chopping wood by 
hand axe or carrying dirt in a 
basket - to the "para- economy" 
of the satisfying voluntary act? 
Samuel Butler, in "Erehwon", 
suggests we should destroy the 
machine; Vonnegut suggests we 
should destroy the computers. I 
suggest that we re-examine 
machine and human values, using 
each to better serve together, 
through a re-examination of 
"human power" engineering. 
I suggest that the equilibrium 
value of a resource I in the time 
when man has despoiled his con- 
centrated treasures" is its cost to 
recreate i reconcentrate) it from 
randomly mixed air, water, or 
earth, or reconstitute it from the 
waste of its previous use. How 
much would it cost to synthesize 
from the air a kilogram of gasoline 
or coal-' I suggest that humanity 
now introduce a tax gradually 
increasing the cost of a resource 
over the next hundred years up to 
this synthesis cost, using the tax to 
develop the "equilibrium'' 
techniques of producing all that we 
use from what we have previously 
used, or by biological growth, 
aided only by the incoming energy 
from the sun Human effort 
becomes of new importance, and 
the exponential growth of the 
human use and waste of machine 
energy comes to an end Might we 
not find a way to measure values of 
effort not by the limited sense of 
productivity as numbers of 
products produced but by 
satisfaction and human value 
experienced or delivered-' 
May I urge you to reconsider 
your engineering designs. Can the 
proposed task be partially divided 
into tasks that individual people 
can do without machines1 Are 
enough people interested in the 
task that they would volunteer to 
help do it. as part of their healthful 
exercise' If not, perhaps the task 
should not be done Certainly we 
are increasingly annoyed and 
politically active against the tasks 
bruted through by giant machines 
with little reference to the people 
affected I as superhighways in 
cities, or strip mines in the 
countryi. Can we find a new 
measure of efficiency that prizes 
human satisfaction over "things 
done   by    things"-'    How    many 
square miles of concrete are less 
valuable than the smile of a child? 
If indeed humanity is to ap- 
proach an equilibrium condition in 
its relations to nature, and our 
survival seems to require such a 
conversion from the plundering 
state, will we not walk for a period 
after we have used our alloted 
energy to fly? Will we not turn off 
all the machines of the world for a 
period when a space colony is 
launched to the planets and 
beyond0 Will we not help pedal our 
urban vehicles, and carry the dirt 
for a new road-* We will not give as 
prized gifts our voluntary effort, 
human powered and satisfying? 
Please go turn off a machine, and 
do its task yourself or with your 
friends - if you can do it and if it is 
worth doing The survival of 
humanity may depend on learning 
to do this by Carl C.Clark 
First Place: Fiction 
The Night Jamison Sang His Best 
Momma Millie's" was a cafe-rooming 
house located at 34th and Indiana on 
Chicago's South Side. It's proprietor, 
Momma Millie, herself, was a decrepit 
black woman who continued to run the sub- 
street level night room-bar and grill and 
three floors above of inexpensive rooms, for 
some years after her husband I the original 
owneri died She made just enough monev 
to meet expenses, mainly because she did 
not understand how to work for profits She 
had many nightly regulars who became 
Hood friends of hers and were her security 
force ir case drunken customers caused 
trouble Millie felt obliged to keep her force 
happ> by issuing them 4 or 5 free drinks 
••very night 
An old musician named Jamison was a 
boarder at Millie's He gave out his blues 
nightly in the bar, i using Millie's piano and 
■ harmonica she had bought for him> in 
return for his room and board and a quart-a- 
day ration of Booth's gin. On countless 
occasions he had offered Millie his soul, but 
she always laughed the offer off saying that 
that soul was too old and too stained with sin 
to be of any use to her. Jamison sang very 
well, however, and always brought 
customers to Millie's For this she protected 
him 
Jamison's songs reflected his life, from 
his lonely childhood in Mississippi, through 
the misery and poverty he experienced 
« hen coming to Chicago in his youth, to his 
even more lonely existence in a single room 
nearly 65 years later All he had ever hoped 
for in life had somehow eluded him Millie 
was his friend now. but only second to both 
his music and his bottle 
(>ne Wednesday. Jamison entered the cafe 
for lunch via the front door rather than 
through the inside entrance way which led in 
from the rooms upstairs Jamison left his 
coat on a table and walked up to the bar. One 
of Millie's younger tenants was sitting at the 
bar already eating "How ya doin' 
Jamison." he said not looking up from his 
sandwich 
"Damn cole out dere." Jamison answered 
blankly "Howbout some soup, Momma " 
He shuttered "An- a li'le gin to warm me up 
too" 
"Jamison." the man sitting next to him 
began, looking at the side of the old 
musician. "You gotta stop play-in' that 
goddamn re-cord player late at night. It 
keep wakin' me up " 
Jamison turned to the man with an angry- 
penetrating glare "You deprivin' me of my 
only entertainment'' You go out an' play 
cards all day long you got a woman ya go 
see when ya' want That plas'ic box's only- 
thing keep me company up dere! I jus" sit 
an| think dat Furry Lewis an" Leadbelly, 
an' all da res' of 'em, is talking' ta me." 
"Don't matter anyways," said the man 
sensing Jamison's intense irritation and 
desiring to bother him more, "I'm leaving' 
dis rat garden. Purty soon me an" my 
woman's gettin' hitched an' den we gonna go 
far. far away where we don't have U put up 
wid no mans shit." 
Jamison felt a tightening in his chest. He 
coughed without changing his disgusted 
expression and without turning his head 
away from the man The man grumbled and 
went back to his sandwich 
"Where was you jus' now anyways-' ' 
Millie asked Jamison as she brought back 
his split-pea soup. 
"I was out." 
It was unusual for Jamison to ever wander 
more than a block away from the rooming 
■■■ coot on page 3. I 
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The Chill 
by Paul M. Stein 
Tick! Tick! Tick! Did they 
know'' Tock! Tock! Tock! Did 
they feel it? The projects? Had 
they any idea at all? 
No. how could they? Mrs 
MacLeagh shook her already 
quivering head How could they — 
the young, the bold, the new — how 
could THEY know how it was like 
to live and work and make the 
world go for eighty-seven years, 
only to be deposited like so much 
trash here — the projects! An act 
of mercy! Hah! The dead with the 
dying, the lepers with the lepers, 
that was the projects A huge bin of 
brick and stone 
and mortar 
that was cold 
and cold and 
cold - a place 
to hide away 
those of straw 
hair,   tissue-paper   flesh,   and 
multiple chins. 
Mrs. MacLeagh looked out the 
window. Out there were more 
windows and more Mrs. 
MacLeaghs. And each watched the 
other like so many scattered 
candles, each one wondering which 
wind will snuff her out. Every one 
was listening to the finely hewn 
clocks on her conservatively 
modern shelves, tick-tocking her 
life away; every one sitting, 
concentrating on that clock until it 
became a triphammer upon a 
shotgun, exploding and exploding! 
Soon, the faucet joined in, with the 
drip-splat, drip-splat of life's blood, 
trickling down that rusted drain of 
existence. Then, the rocking chair 
screamed its part of the death song 
— a retch-pause-rasp-pause like 
the bated breath it held in its seat, 
straining so hard to come out, yet 
coming out naturally. A sym- 
phony! A band! A rock group! 
Mrs. MacLeagh didn't like rock 
groups But the lead guitar, the 
clock, played on. 
Tick! Tick! Tick! There is no 
time, except for the dying Tock! 
Tock! Tock' Hate, hate rock 
groups! 
Life was over Why didn't she 
die' Mrs MacLeagh imagined the 
project as a hospital waiting room, 
only the end product was far from 
birth. 
It was instead, 
the earth 
opening its 
great maw of a 
mouth and 
swallowing 
her, meshing her into a part of its 
monsterously bloated being. It 
was, instead, death! 
She could feel it now. It was slow 
and not unpleasant. Tick! Tick! 
Tick! Its creepers were old and 
very expert at their job. Tock! 
Tock! Tock! It waxed and it 
waned; it throbbed and it choked. 
It moved deep within her very 
person. Tick! Tick! Tick! It made 
her shudder and sigh. It made her 
smile tearfully. Tock! Tock! 
TOock! 
And   the   clock   on   the   shelf 
stopped. And the faucet ran dry. 
And the chair was strapped in one 
solid position for infinity. 
The music was over. 
Second Place: 
Short Story 
The Key 
Second Place .Poetry 
Being a philosoper old and grey 
I was approached by a man one day 
Who asked me what I had to say 
On the power and worth of love today. 
"Kind sir,"   he said respectfully, 
"I've lost the one who's dear to me, 
I have no future that I can see, 
I've locked the door, can't find the key." 
"My friend I hope you realize," 
Said I with a glance to his careworn eyes, 
"Your heart's worst enemies are its own 
lies 
And honesty to self is the way of the wise. 
"The key's not lost, and if you dare 
To find someone for whom you care, 
I'm sure that you will find it there — 
The reason for the love you share." 
Michael Rocheleau 
First Place Poetry 
XtTericiJ »'©* 
Second Place .Photography First Place 
i 
cont'd from 
house, especially in the winter; for this 
Millie prodded Mm. "An' jus' where?'' 
Millie went on irritated by Jamison's 
previous sarcastic answer. 
"I was takin' a walk!" Jamtaon scowled. 
His glossy, dark eyes that had just shown 
contempt for Millie, suddenly became 
blank. He threw down his apoon and turned 
sideways on his stool as If tortured by In- 
terne thought. 
"What on God's atrtk » wrong wid yea?' 
MUteeukinedwIU 
Jamison ataied for s long \ 
ok out a Cosset, (| 
atasdytattday) nth, 
look at MUno. 
"I SM imtown," ho begs* slowly, "Jus' 
fchV a we*. An' em wMsa chock, oho 
sflppol and tea on some km lei wont ever 
ta kelp hot up. on' ontta' somewhere come 
her man, Who sent me wW my arms 
aioun'hsr-lwnsjus'trjrhftnholnhorop, 
Momma-an he starts yenV: "Get ontta' 
here,Nie»sr.Goptaywidyouewnkia*,'an' 
dis an' dat. So. I left, mot. Momma." 
Jamison's voice dropped and ho gaasd down 
at the counter top. "1 looked hock an' soon 
him tendin' to his woman an' don be started 
yellin' ag'in 'I'm gonna' fin' you, you 
mother. I'm gonna' teach all you lousy 
niggers a lesson.' He sounded like be was 
gain' crazy. Momma." 
Jamison got up and walked to the door- 
way leading upstairs, picking up his coat on 
the way. He stopped in the doorway for a 
long time, his head hung down, staring at his 
shoes. Then Jamison snickered and turned 
to Millie. 
"Shit Momma, ya know, I hope dot cat 
•.in'tjhruV." 
That night Jamison came down to the "Her oT man gonna' git me now - I 
unusually crowded and smokey bar to play 
his blues He had been thinking all af- 
ternoon, as he sat with his alcohol ration in 
his room, of many old songs by the great 
artists which could best display the burning 
disgust he now had Inside of him. He sang of 
mistreating lovers, and of back-breaking 
work which offered no reward, In songs by 
B.B King and the groat OtieSpann, hot loft 
out bis usual low Wine Dmoo and "HowHo 
Won- imp isnga which portrayed the 
fantnoted <rittprtii that Ante ghetto baton* 
had mihmdil they had made. 
TIM rogntes at the 
wondafsd while 
sang on 
tar Isosnod and 
» hanged oat me 
more utooerab; and sadry 
n. I wist el' Jamioes M*M git 
rocordooVbo real earn," an enterprising 
youth drawled at hfUhe as she raflies. his 
beer glass She smiled, taking it almost as a 
poJTuWpntJ CtODBnMeV- 
The few tights that MUnaleft onto the bar 
at night wen mostly in Jamison's comer. 
His head was bald on top, trimmed around 
the sides with scrubby whitened hair. The 
Hghts sparkled on the beads of sweet that 
formed on his smooth dome, which was so 
black it looked almost purple. 
At the end of his songs, the people clapped. 
Even those who weren't really listening, 
clapped in response to everyone else. 
Jamison merely stared at the keys. He 
began a riff, not knowing what song it was 
that he would sing, but when it was time for 
the words, he leaned back and moaned his 
own. 
The words were the story of what had 
happened to him that day. The hut v« 
was trvin' ta help but he misun- 
derstood 
Her ol' man gonna' git mo now — I was 
trying' ta help but he misunderstood 
I gotta' take the bad from dat man, people 
Cui* he don't know I was doin' good" 
Jamison finished this song and the people 
clapped again. He folded his arms on the 
plane top, placed his face on thorn, and 
cried. 
The next morning, Jamison walked 
downstairs to pick up hia gin from Millie. 
"Wo made real good money loo' night, 
JonUsoru Everybody was rsrin'at how good 
you was too!" Mllhe explained with con- 
trives enfbualaem. Her Kails dropped as 
Jamison's ley look tow her that her attempt 
to cheer Mm had boon la vain She got his 
bottle IMP behind the bar and nave it to 
Mm. 
•Thank ya, Momma, too ye." Jamison 
retraced Ms stops back up the one flight of 
stairs to Ms room. 
His room was lifeless. The walls wore 
covered with grayish-brown wallpaper that 
had small, dull floral designs on it, and 
which was torn In many places. A bed, a 
delapidated easy chair, a table on which set 
Jamison's plastic $29.96 record player, and 
a small bookshelf which held his albums 
were the only furniture in the room. 
Jamison was coughing roughly as he 
walked onto the floor of the first level above 
the cafe. He hacked into the sink in the 
hallway bathroom, and shook his head at the 
blood that was mixed with the phlegm he 
had just spit out. 
He entered his room, placed a record on 
the turntable, lit another cigarette, and sat 
Downstairs, a white man entered Millie's 
cafe; she gazed at him suspiciously. Whites 
only occasionally patronized the bar and 
their rare appearances always made Millie 
wary. The man looked at her, and then 
around the room. His eyes fell on the 
doorway leading the upstairs, above which 
hung a sign which read "Rooms." Suddenly 
he bolted to that doorway and up the stairs. 
Millie screamed at him to leave her place. 
Jamison's was the first room on the right 
as one entered the hallway of the first floor 
(above street level) from the stairs. The 
man who swore he would find Jamison did 
not have to look far when he reached the 
landing. He stood In front of the open door 
looking in at Jamison. 
"I told you, you dirty black bastard, I was 
gonna fix you for trying to mess with my 
wife, huh?" 
He was now in the room screaming in 
front of Jamison, and reaching into his bolt 
underneath his coat. Jamison grasped Un- 
arm of the chair tightly with one hand, and 
took a drag from hi.-, cigarette with the 
other. He simply looked up at the white man 
A gun-shot pierced Jamison's throat and 
another his chest. The white man ran down 
the hall and out the fire escape to the alley 
behind "Momma Millie's" and disappeared 
as quickly as he had come. 
The tenant across the hall slowly opened 
his door; he looked up and down the hall and 
walked over into Jamison's room Jamison 
was lying on the floor The neighbor erushad 
the smoldering cigarette out with his foot 
and went back out into the hall to phone the 
police. 
To mix with the whir of the telephone dial, 
out into the hall flowed from Jamison's 
record player, the scratchy rendition of 
»'« "Midnight tilues " 
. 
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Regrets 
Today I watched a good friend die. 
He was miles away you understand. 
But I saw it all - through my mind's eye. 
And what scared me most, what made me cry- 
I wasn't there to take his hand. 
I have some things that I've been saving, 
For a time when it would seem alright 
Tread the road which we were paving. 
Yes. even friends have trouble braving. 
The unsure paths to other minds. 
I didn't know if he would jeer 
Had I given him these things before: 
A heart, a shoulder, a word, an ear. 
I can give him now at least a tear 
But, damn it. there was so much more. 
What can I do with my offerings'.' 
I've played with them enough myself. 
Does anybody want these things 
that have stood too long upon the shelf? 
Anonymous 
LIFE 
Today I saw life 
and lived life 
and touched 
listened 
heard life 
I let myself go 
liberated from a hold 
— took the key 
and opened the door 
to mv life 
S*********************************************^ 
nnocence 
.ivi'ling  bo 
I u//cd    ><■ 
with 
many playn 
Hth a house 
/ 'ii tnl with plans 
and dcir.'s- 
But like a fem/r 
■! r.'ic wondtrt <>/ lift 
will cut On 
tnntx I'M, i 
am 
reality 
# 
# 
* 
* 
# 
* 
# 
# 
* 
ft 
* 
paulo 
and it feels good — 
— to be myself for once 
not someone  someone else 
wants you to be but 
what you want to be 
Life is rarely found 
and so are people — 
people who accept you 
for what you are. 
paula laberge 
Salvation 
Poem 5 
Approaching, advancing 
with dark gleaming eyes 
The devilish beast corners his prey 
Sharp slashes, deep fang wounds 
with cunning and force 
The victim struggles, then gives 'way 
But vainly the victim 
had fought to preserve 
The life it knew so well 
In vain because 
It had at last learned 
of the warmth 
found only 
in Hell 
Approaching, advancing 
with dark gleaming eyes 
The devilish beast corners his prey 
Caresses, sweet kisses 
with cunning and force 
The virgin struggles, then gives 'way 
But vainly the virgin 
had fought to preserve 
The life she knew so well 
In vain because 
She had at last learned 
of the warmth 
found only 
in Hell 
James Purington 
I have bOM <, st from the garden. 
Nov. I must wandtr 
Between t>ook covers, 
Among mankind, 
Throughout the earth, 
Around the stars, 
itching 
That which I lost' 
' )r the value of what LS gone' 
Something greater'' 
Utopia* never appealed to me 
Because I was in one possibly? 
Nov. that mine is gone and done, 
Am I looking (or another one1 
Or should I instead try 
To live, and laugh or cry, 
tinder any conditions imposed on DM 
By my will, restrained or free' 
I- or What'' 
i ine )• riwbfi 
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Midnight Nostalgia 
crumpled pictures, time worn treasures 
childhood sadness, long-gone pleasures 
bits of smiles, long dusty miles 
added pages, yellowed files 
days of sunshine, crystal rain 
newfound love, and mellow pain 
unmailed letters, growing fears 
joy and freedom, learning years 
parts of tickets, grains of sand 
sweet thoughts written in her hand 
unfinished poems, crackerjack rings 
forgotten diaries, secret things 
lost then found, the quiet sound 
sand through the hourglass trickling. 
gregory jundanian 
Little Child 
Beware the world 
beware you mind 
that it might be sensitive. 
Build your walls 
and hide within them. 
Show no compassion 
no love 
Be violent 
and lie 
Little Child 
it's better 
that way. 
Allison Huse 
nvisible Thief 
suns reflection in your eye 
makes me stop and wonder why 
wonder why we must grow old 
time, the thief, is much to bold 
knowing life has gone too fast 
haunting visions of the past 
feebleness invades your head 
each day another friend is dead 
hollow life in a living city 
no more life but only pity 
empty present, painful past 
how this sad existence last? 
love, that thing of ages past 
scared by death, is fleeting fast 
lovers footprints in the sand 
now define an alien land. 
gregory jundanian 
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And So They Returned 
Gerry Blodgett 
1968: And So They Returned 
It was a cold day, that day I blew into Boston town. 
On a North wind it was. 
And so as I fell to the ground, and 
took oak roots in the dark common soil. 
The clank of chains I heard, 
for the "Blacksmith of the Lord" had done his job well. 
They shuffled through existance. those grim Puritan souls. 
wearing grim puritan faces, and 
thinking grim puritan thoughts, and 
each drew behind him a cold steel ball and chain. 
And a man does not drink and be merry with a ball and chain on, 
he only dnnks and cries, 
or he does not drink, to avoid crying. 
And he does not make love, 
with a ball and chain on, but 
only with tear filled mind, continues his race. 
Yes, it was passed from seed to seed, generation to generation, 
as the grim man worked the soil of his fathers. 
But the cold wind would come, as it still does, 
blowing the seed afar, 
to the soil of the prairie, and 
the sun of the South 
and the Gold of California, and 
there the seeds of Burden would take root. 
The new men built the world with the chain dragging behind, and 
wore their new places and forgot the old, 
and I sat and watched silently. 
And as it had to. the question was finally asked, and 
the seed of the seed of the seed, 
threw off the leg chain, and 
gave a cry that it was free 
to drink and make love in the sun, and so they did. 
But some of them saw that the music and dancing and laughing and love 
were all black, not yet free, no different. 
Some put the colors in their veins, but 
others knew the real secret, the blacksmith trick. 
For there was another ball and chain, and 
ihis one was around their souls, and 
far and wide, through underground newspapers, and 
smoke filled dens, the secret spread. 
And so they returned as they had to return, to where it all began. 
In the summer of '68. from Frisco and Miami, 
Vancouver and L.A.. Denver and P-Town, 
Seattle and Galveston. they walked and rode and crawled. 
To sit beneath my branches in Boston Common, 
waiting for the Blachsmith to return, and so they will wait. 
Someday 
Only a Matter 
of Time 
Escape 
There 
he stands 
Towering over the 
Briers clutching at his legs 
and reaching for his soul 
Bitter milkweeds choke the field 
fill his vision 
occupy his mind 
He must escape 
Or succumb to these misfits 
of life 
Then 
he runs 
And is tripped 
To the turf by the vines 
rising to block his escape 
Bitter frustration swells In his mind 
reddens his vision 
dampens the field 
He has fallen now 
Chosen not to struggle 
against life 
Now 
he senses 
An ominous peace 
In the meadow of life 
where struggle once prevailed 
His vision brings no bitter memories 
of forgotten battles 
to his beaten mind 
He gave up the life-struggle 
For the sweet 
oeaceful death 
James Purington 
The day will approach— 
I know not when— 
but as surely as Doom itself. 
There will be a time 
when all the people will fight 
and perhaps lose- 
all that is important to them. 
But worry not— 
this is the present of the future 
and there is time- 
to live — if the Dawn arrives. 
Who knows but Him— 
what will happen 
after the firey sun sets 
and left in darkness— 
the world still — until the next 
morning light appears. 
There is a turning point— 
and these things will come to pass. 
Will you be there? 
It is only a 
matter 
of 
time. 
Yet I wonder. 
paula laberge 
To a Sandpiper 
I saw them today, 
As I walked alone by the sea. 
Those funny little birds, 
They ran in and out among the 
waves 
Pecking at the sand as they went. 
It seemed that they were living, 
On something that I 
Couldn't even see. 
And they always seemed to find, 
What they were after. 
With every new wave 
Came new discoveries. 
As with each new day, 
There came a different sea. 
Tomorrow they will be there once 
again. 
They have found so much, 
Why must they continue? 
What do they seek? 
Is it something 
That I, too, should look for? 
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Intersession 
WAS IT WORTH IT? 
by Stephen C. Page 
"The only incentive I had in the course 
was the satisfaction from it. There was no 
credit involved It was learning for the sake 
of learning. By removing the pressure it was 
enjoyable." 
John Dewar "73 
This statement is indicative of many 
student's satisfaction and enthusiasm for 
Intersession 1972. This is the first year that 
Intersession has been attempted and, as 
such, it is a trial run. In talking with 
students I discovered that most of them (but 
not all) were pleased with Intersession but 
felt that many improvements could be 
made. 
Some of these improvements include a 
revised schedule to do away with night 
classes, less lecturing in classes, more 
student control of courses and more 
diversion and entertainment outside the 
framework of the courses. 
The present time schedule for In- 
tersession courses includes ten hours of 
classes on Tuesday and Wednesday and 
eight hours on Thursday. This number of 
consecutive hours tends to stifle any interest 
or creativity originally present. It is obvious 
that this amount of time is not necessary in 
most cases. Furthermore, the 
monopolization of two of the student's nights 
is ridiculous At the very least the time 
schedule should be cut down to eight hours 
on the three days, thus freeing the nights. 
This is when the varied entertainment 
should be offered. Movies, etc. should be in 
the middle of the week, not at the end. This 
could be done if the nights were freed. It was 
also stated that there would be special 
weekend activities and intramural 
programs during Intersession. This year 
none of these materialized. Next year en- 
tertainment and diversification should be 
stressed more heavily. After all, as the 
Intersession catalogue states, "Intersession 
provides an opportunity for relaxation and 
recreation without the usual pressure of the 
academic terms." 
A point that could also be improved on is 
the fact that Intersession courses should try 
to get away from the typical class presen- 
tation, i.e. a long lecture series. A course 
could be made much more interesting by an 
interaction among those involved, and not 
just a long boring monologue. The students 
should have more of a voice in how they 
would like the course presented. After all, it 
should begin right after New Years Day, 
that way the school year would end very 
early. Those who wished to take courses at 
the end of second semester could stay at 
school, and these who wished to have a very 
long summer vacation could do so." 
Anonymous 
"Exp. Stress Analysis and Photoelasticity 
shouldn't have been combined. There just 
wasn't enough time to go into detail in 
either. Even though they both are related, 
both involve different techniques; and thus 
should have been treated separately. The 
course was interesting, and the course for 
the second week is much better. I think that 
given a little time, the Intersession period 
will develop into a highly relaxing and en- 
joyable learning session." 
Kevin Fielding 75 
"Last week I earned my easiest, but 
probably most useful credit since I've been 
here at W.P.I. The course was A211-Basic 
Programming. Learning to use the teletype 
was the highlight of the course. 
Now I am involved in BC217-Preparation 
for an Attendance at Math Seminars.. 
Besides covering an area in math which is 
new to me, this course is exposing me to 
some of the problems which research 
mathematicians run up against. 
What I particularly like about the In- 
tersession courses is the opportunity to 
learn something without being burdened 
with the constant worry of earning a letter 
grade It feels great to relax and con- 
centrate on learning and not on memorizing 
material for an exam. 
One thing which I don't like is being lec- 
tured to for longer than a two hour period 
whether it be in the morning, afternoon, or 
evening. Even with a break somewhere in 
the (wo hours, this should be the maximum 
amount of time for a lecture If there is some 
sort of lab. workshop, or group discussion, 
then longer time spans would be okay." 
Bob Ames'72 
A great chance to do something for a 
change." 
Phil Fahlman '73 
"I liked it, but then again I only had to 
lake my course four hours a day." 
PaulLawendowski 72 
"I really liked it, it's the whole at- 
mosphere that makes it great." 
Peter Petroski 74 
"It's   alright   since   I'm   not   doing 
anything." 
• 
1   * 1 ** 
& .J^^B ^^^^^^ 
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THE STORY OF WHERE DO I GO? by Kevin Fielding 
Steve, an intelligent Negro, living in the 
highly prejudiced South, starts a day by 
w aiting for a bus to take him to the company 
where he intends to apply for a job. At the 
bus stop, he meets a person who claims to be 
Steve's double He injects bad thoughts of 
failure because of Steve's color into Steve's 
mind. After leaving this man, Steve is 
rejected by the company to which he has 
applied Steve, blaming his fate, gets tipsy 
He is left to himself to decide on suicide or 
not. only to come np with a surprise ending. 
SYNOPSIS OF SCENES 
Scene I: 
Steve's bedroom and bath. 
Scene II: 
A bus stop at a corner. 
Scene III: 
A company's office reception room. 
Scene IV: 
A dirty old bar room. 
Scene V: 
Outside Steve's house. 
Scene VI: 
The bridge over the breakwaters down 
Steve's street. 
CAST In Order of Appearance 
Steve — An average colored person 
White Man - Looks just like Steve. 
First Person Secretary 
Second Person Fourth Person 
Third Person Negro Bartender 
What do you want? Why did you come to 
bother me? What do you want?! 
White Man 
You called me. 
Steve 
I did not' 
White Man 
Yes you did  You were just thinking about 
me, before I came 
Steve 
I was not! 
While Man 
Yes you were You were thinking about all 
the things vou wish vou were!. 
Steve 
What does that have to do with if 
White Man 
1 am what you wish to be. 
Steve 
You're crazy  What do you want? (pause. 
get up to walk away). I'm gonna get outta 
here' 
White Man 
Wait' 1 only want to talk to you! 
Steve 
About what? 
While Man 
What about me' 
White Man 
About vou 
Steve 
What about me? 
Scene I 
( Blackout Curtain open, alarm clock heard 
ringing As the lights come up slowly, Steve 
is seen in bed alone sleeping He slowly 
wakes up. and gropes around for the alarm 
clock As he shuts it off, he gets up and puts 
on a pair of pants He walks into the 
bathroom and turns on the light As Steve 
liKiks into the mirror, he turns the hot water 
nil and puts shaving cream on his face and 
starts to shave Blackout   Curtain ) 
Scene II 
Ste\e walks up to the seat at the corner bus 
stop Ho sits down As he is waiting for the 
bui, a white man approaches They look 
identical except for skin pigmentation He 
sits down next to Sle»e 
While Man 
Morning'  Mind if I sit down? 
■ sit down anyway) 
disturbed trom deep concentration" 
What? 
I glance at him. and quickly look away and 
down on seeing he is white) 
Wh'te Man 
I said good morning' 
Steve 
<>h I pause) What are you doing talking to 
mo? Do you know what they'd do to you if 
they saw you'1 Never mind what they'd do to 
me 
BMy Man 
Don't worry'  Nobody'll see us 
BftU 
How do you know that? 
White Man 
It's !>een arranged 
Mexe 
What? 
While Man 
I'm not real 
Ste\e 
If xou aren't real, then how come I can see 
sou. and who are you? 
White Man 
1 am >our desires 
Slrxr 
What are vou. Crazy? or something? 
White Man 
No'  Just look at me! 
Btevf looks up. and is surprised to look at 
his own face, onlv in white i 
While Man 
Here, sit down. 
i Sieve sits) 
You see the two of us are one  But we are 
still separate. 
Steve 
What do you mean? 
White Man 
H in in Lot me put it this way You know that 
job you are applying for today? 
Stex e 
I uncomfortably) Yes. 
While Man 
Well, like most of the others you applied for, 
you will be refused 
Steve 
Mul why? I meet all the requirements  I've 
done the work before  I'm dependable... 
While Man 
You're Black! 
Sieve 
i stiffening) What's that got to do with it? 
While Man 
You're black   You want that job, right? 
I Sieve nods) 
While Min 
Well you're not  going to get  it because 
you're black They're prejudiced, and that's 
that   You're not going to get this job, just 
like the others you applied for  I am 
Steve 
You'? 
White Man 
Yes   Because you want me to! 
Sieve 
I don't want YOU to get it; I want it' 
While Man 
And vou will get it 
Sieve 
But you said 
While Man 
I know what I said I'm going to get it: but, 
didn't I say I was you? 
Steve 
So YOU say I still think you're crazy! I've 
had enough of this 
I start to walk away) 
While Man 
Wait' 
I Sie\e stops and turns) 
Sieve 
Now what? 
White Man 
I just want to talk to you That's all 
I Sieve sits down again, and the two start 
talking   Blackout, and curtain) 
i short curtain. Soon opens again, and Sieve 
and the White Man are still talking. Stage 
lights come back up* 
While Man 
So,   you   see.   you'll   never   be   much   of 
anything, because you're black, and born 
into black society. (pause) Well, I've got to 
go now. Don't want to be late for my first 
day on the job  See ya!   (wall out' 
S«e\e 
Wait!    Wait  up!   There  are  some   more 
questions   tpause). Oh, the hell with it..I 
don't have to believe him! I can still get that 
job if 1  try hard enough, and I  can be 
whoever 1 want to be if I push myself hard 
enough Who does he think he is anyways? I 
have my own pride and integrity, and I 
won't be trod upon by some bum who thinks 
he's me! 
i blackout and curtain.) 
Scene 111 
(Steve   enters   a   small   but  clean   office 
reception room   It is crowded with several 
white men The large clock bangs out nine 
a.m.) 
First Person 
Hey! Boy! You think you gonna get this Job 
and not me' 
Sieve 
i aggrivated) 
If 1 try harder than you! 
Second Person 
Hey. Boy!   You better watch who you're 
talkin' to like that. He ain't no Nigger BOY 
like you are  And a BOY like you oughtn't 
talk to a white man like that, or we gonna 
have to teach  vou some manners!   You 
Hear?? 
(Sieve remains silent) 
Hey! Boy! I'm talkin'to you! When I talk to 
you, you lietter answer me! 
Third Person 
Hey, you Better answer him, BOY!... 
i secretary enters) 
Secretary 
Next 
(first person gets up to go in) 
First Person 
See ya later.     BOY!!! 
( men in the room laugh, first person pushes 
his way to the secretary, and enters the 
office   Steve glances up at the secretary, 
and immediately looks back down again.) 
Third Person 
Hey, guys! Did you see the way that nigger 
looked at her? 
Second Person 
Yeah' Hey Boy! How come you looked at 
her like that? That's not right for a nigger to 
look at a white lady like that' 
Fourth Person 
Yeah'   You better take it easy BOY!   We 
don't   like   the   naughty   thoughts   that's 
running through your mind when you look at 
a nice white woman We don't like the way 
your eyes got all lit up! You hear BOY? Do 
you hear? Do You? 
Sieve 
I HEAR!!!   'shoots extremely angry and 
burning   glances   to   each   of   the   men 
Blackout) 
i Lights come up, and the clock bangs out 
twelve IMOD The secretary comes out of the 
office and approaches Sieve, who is the only 
one left.) 
Secretary 
I'm sorry you've been waiting so long, but 
all those other men had made appointments. 
(pause) There's no sense in your waiting 
around, because we don't interview after 
noon    (pause)   Why   don't   you   stop   by 
tomorrow morning, and we'll see if we can 
squeeze you in   (pause) I can't guarantee 
anything definite, but we'll try 
i she politely smiles, and walks back into the 
office Steve gets up to leave ) 
Steve 
I muttering) 
Damn Whites! That guy was right. I'M not 
going to get that job. And it's because I'm 
black Now I don't know what to do What do 
I have to look forward to? Rjection after 
rejection?       Put-down     after  put-down? 
(pause) It's not even worth living 
i Steve slowly walks out, as the lights slowly 
fade  Blackout ) 
Scene IV 
i Steve is seen seated at the bar of a cheap 
looking bar room He has already had 
several drinks, and the effects can be 
detected The bartender is talking to Steve 
while polishing up his beer mugs. 
Bartender 
What's the matter fella' Some dame dump 
ya? 
Sieve 
\o 
Bartender 
You got fired? 
Steve 
No 
Bartender 
What happened" Huh? You can tell me. 
Sieve 
I didn't get the job I was banking on. 
Hai tender 
So' That's the breaks. 
Steve 
I wanted it real bad, Man   I met all the 
requirements,    and    I    have    a    good 
background in the field too. But they just 
refused me. 
I 
BmcnflY-r 
Why' 
Steve 
Because I'm Black, man, black like you! 
Sorry. They just put me off until closing 
time Said the other whites had ap- 
pointments. Bullshit! That's what it was, 
Bullshit! 
Burtcndcr 
So? How do you know" Maybe they did have 
appointments 
Sieve 
They didn't 
bar lender 
How do you know? 
Sieve 
She told me to come back tomorrow. She 
said she'd THY to squeeze me in. She didn't 
even offer me an appointment!! So how can 
she say that the others had appointments, or 
how can I say that I have a chance against a 
bunch of whiteys. ( pause) Besides, I don't 
know why I'm telling you all this! Give me 
another. 
Bartender 
Sorry, I think five is enough for you. 
Steve 
i feeling tipsy) 
I said give me another! 
Bartender 
Sorry, I can't. 
Steve 
How do you like that! I get treated like dirt 
even bv my own color. 
i storm out of bar. Blackout.) 
Scene V 
i Sieve, still tipsy, is walking down a dark, 
deserted street. (Jhetto houses line the 
street, and he approaches one of them, 
which is his He sits on the steps, and is 
heard thinking.) 
Steve's  Voice 
Because I was born into black society! 
Black society. How I hate it! It's no use 
getting up in the morning. I start out the 
same, and end up the same. It's not worth 
the trouble of living He said I'll never be 
able to make it. What can I do? Keep 
going?...Why should I?...Commit 
suicide? ..Why not?...I can end it all, and not 
have to worry about how I'll be treated. Is 
my life really worth living?...It can't 
be...It's better to be dead...I know, I'll jump 
into the breakwaters down the street. It's 
easy enough ..That's what I'll do...I won't 
have to worry, and neither will anyone else. 
• Steve gets up and starts to walk to the 
bridge. He stops, speaks, and then con- 
tinues.) 
Steve 
It's probably not worth all this trouble 
either They'll probably turn me away there 
too Because I was born into black society. 
' Blackout) 
Scene VI 
I Steve walks onto deserted bridge. He looks 
around to make sure no one sees him. He 
finds it safe, so he climbs onto the rail, and 
jumps off Blackout 
Immediately, an alarm clock is heard 
ringing 
As the lights come up, Sieve is seen in bed 
sleeping. He wakes up, and gropes around 
for the alarm clock He finds it, and shuts it 
off Steve gets up and puts on a pair of pants. 
He walks into the bathroom, turns on the 
light, turns on the hot water, and looks into 
the mirror He puts on his shave cream, and 
starts to shave as the lights slowly fade out ) 
Page 10 Tech News Wednesday, January 26,  1972 
I've Looked at Love 
TONIGHT 
lit we walked and talked alone together 
people never say out loud 
•u in m^S^^ce that i loved you 
of a passing cloud 
ty shells upon the seashore 
just could not be held 
I looked at the world, 
Through different eyes today. 
I looked at my life, 
And it made me sad. 
To think of all those things, 
Which were so dear to me, 
fading in the mist of my mind. 
Reaching out, you found me tonight, 
And made me to look into your eyes, 
quite clearly if they're whispered To see a love that I once shared. 
make out if they're yelled 
inds and with the waters 
e nor fade away 
friend to stand beside you 
y heart that's where i'U stay 
mers and its winters 
imes will come down in rain 
silently behind you 
ou can't stand the pain 
'm talking to you 
stand on my own 
Jhg i will never lose now 
just have grown 
mething very special to me 
d they can't be lost again 
love you now girl, 
also loved you then 
But I could not bear to look, 
For your life was yet untouched. 
You cannot see the joy there is in sorrow, 
And the laughter that is in my heart, 
As I suffer my life to grow and unfold, 
And to enrich itself in the ultimate pleasures, 
Which may be found all around us, 
If we can only open our minds, 
To ferret out their hiding places, 
And  open our eyes, 
That we may see through their disguise. 
And though you are the same person I once knew, 
e through different eyes today, 
And the light is much better now, 
For I can see you all so clearly. 
Wayne M. Bryant 
Where may I find you » > \ 
Are you seated beneath ,     tree of happiness 
With its branches soreadii a like an umbrella 
To keep life's tear drops fron 
Or perhaps you may be found < v the pools of knowledge 
Which man has discovered in his long journeys, 
With none but himself to leanvfrom. 
Do you see yourself reflected 
When you gaze upon those waf 
Are you refreshed when you drink 
Or do they cause you to thirst for mc 
Do you recall when we walked in the 11 
We were witness to the peace that was m. 
Joy was in our hearts. 
Beauty filled our eyes. 
Our fingers interwoven and inseparaDic in 
As our minds became one and we sharod i 
dreams. 
And when we awoke the world was not the same. 
For though it was yet unchanged, T 
We were Filled with the goodness that is life. 
And the beauty that is love, •** 
That we might be free for the re»t of our days 
To dwell in peace with the children of the earth. 
Marsha 
As today's shower, 
Is different 
From that cloud, 
Dark and deep above the mountains. 
So what I say, 
Differs from that which I am. 
Do you remember how 
I could not tell you about me, 
Even though you said 
There must be so much inside? 
How did you come to know me? 
Do my eyes say 
What my tongue cannot? 
Can my lips speak of my love 
Only when they are touching yours? 
Or do you feel deep into my heart As your 
gentle finger tips 
Seek to know me better? 
Great mountain of beauty, 
You loom over me in immensity, 
Your lofty head buried in clouds 
I am but small, and feel the power of above 
iountain of beauty, 
You can inspire me and lure me, 
even your magnitude 
Cannot conquer me or humble me 
Great mountain of love, 
cannot repel my advances, 
For I have determined to stand over you 
And experience you all at a glance 
Great mountain of love, 
Your icy chill will cease to be, 
And your veil of nonchalance will lift 
ou reach upward to accept me 
Wayne M.Bry 
Love is like that river, 
Whose waters know not 
What they are, 
Nor where they are going, 
Until they have reached 
Their journey's end. 
Wayne M.Bryant 
- 
James Purington 
(Me to a Goddess 
You arato me my ecstasy, 
A dream to i gold 
Of ancient king^ 
To lift my soul ana 
To love vou. Lm 
Michael I. 
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From Both Sides Now 
WALTER by Greg Jundanian 
"Poor Walter! He had lived such a good life and 
had died at such a young age " 
"Forty-five is really not that young Besides I've 
always heard he had a weak heart." 
"I guess it was time for God to make his calling". 
"Look at him! He looks almost as if he was pleased 
with his fate Do you think the coroner made him look 
that way on purpose?" 
What do you mean, he looks pleased'"' 
"Doesn't he have sort of a blissful look on his 
face''" 
"Well I suppose so, but I doubt the coroner did it 
That's kind of cruel." 
"Heard that he was having trouble with his wife, 
money and life in general." 
By the way, where is his wife?" 
"See her on the other side of the room? She's the 
one wearing a black silk gown with pearls around her 
neck " 
"Oh. I see her now! I think that this is more like a 
reunion for her than a wake." 
"Look at her' She's very tall for a woman, and 
she's pretty also! I wonder why Walter didn't get 
along with her9" 
"I don't really know, but I heard a lot of rumors " 
"Oh yeah9 Like what? I heard some too, but I 
never really put any faith in them though." 
"Well, some people say that Walter had married 
Joan for her money and looks and found out that she 
was just a grown up spoiled brat " 
"I guess so! She walks around like she was 
Cleopatra or something. Walter was just the opposite 
kind of person. He was sort of a simple person if you 
know what 1 mean, but I guess his love for money got 
the best of him " 
"Yeah, I suppose so But I think I would have done 
the same thing She is nice looking, besides that, she's 
loaded  What would you have done?" 
"I really don't know I heard something about this 
Jennifer woman he was involved with before his 
marriage to Joan Did vou ever hear anything about 
her?" 
"Not really, what happened"'' 
"He supposedly got her pregnant and she had a 
miscarriage She was a real woman In fact, she 
would have probably made Walter a perfect wife 
BXOtpt for the fact that she was poor Anyways, 
Walter had refused to marry her until he was sure 
that she would have the kid It's kind of wierd ya' 
know' That's a fairly cruel thing to put a woman 
through I've always thought Walter had a heart of 
pure gold, and that is better than any amount of 
money." 
"Is that the same Jennifer that I think I've heard 
a tout?" 
" I don't know ' What have people been telling you? " 
"She passed away a week or two ago. It's what I 
read in the newspaper, anyways." 
Greg Jundanian 
Share 
I am what I have to share. 
With you, I shared my love 
And feelings that tear 
And fly like a dove. 
I thought you knew. 
We had spoken so much. 
Yet you would recognize but a few 
The gentle feelings and reject much. 
Why don't you care? 
Turn around 
I have with you so much to share. 
Please don't look down. 
I know we must depart 
Time will pass soon. 
Why did you reject my heart? 
And use me to wound. 
I only wanted to share. 
paula laberge 
i only hope 
Faster than a 
i only hope you're not too lonely 
you said you're isolating yourself — 
you've been hurt too much by the 
world of hypocrisy 
i only hope you're not too lonely 
like a pure birch in the middle 
of a dark forest — still a tree 
yet different 
i only hope you're not too lonely 
you live in the inescapable world 
of society — but remember 
you're still a person 
hiding inside yourself yet so visible 
like the island in the pond 
Speeding Bullet 
There once was a girl 
who lived in a house 
filled with flowers and incense and myrrh 
and every-so-often 
little boy blue 
would come to visit her 
she would kiss him 
and hug him 
and cut up his face 
and stick pins in his brain 'til he'd cry 
'til one day she sat hummin' 
and he just stopped comin' 
and she couldn't figure out why 
Gerry Blodgett 
i only hope you're not too lonely 
please don't isolate yourself 
so tightly that when i need 
you won't come 
i only hope you're not too lonely 
there will be a time when you will 
need and i hope you, in your 
tower of privacy will be able 
to come down. 
I'll be there 
i only hope. 
paula laberge 
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jagged echo 
Lying on the ground, you soothe your body 
over the edge, 
halfway down 
into the fissure. 
Holding conversation with yourself: 
you listen to the returning 
jagged echo. 
With the vibration resounding 
in the hollow of your skull, 
splinters tear at the skin 
of your ear drums. 
The rhythm you beat 
with your own sound 
is self-destructive. 
Maria Shatkin 
Rewrite a sentence, 
Rewrite a play. 
All that really matters 
Is what it has to say. 
Reword a statement, 
Reword a scene. 
All that counts in fact, 
Is what it really means. 
Thoughts guide all words; 
Terms have that only use. 
The mirror is substantial, 
The mirror is aruse. 
By Stann Chonofsky 
i'm writing this poem 
for you 
it's a funny little thing 
just for you 
and no one will ever see it 
but you. 
if it makes you feel warm 
then i'll be glad 
these words and lines are part of me 
but i give them to you. 
think of me when you read 
this little poem. 
Clancy at Tight End 
by Theodore A. Myslinski 
(based on "Casev at the Bat" 
by Ernest Lawrence Thayer) 
The entire town of Smallville 
Was at the game that day, 
The score was sixteen to twelve 
With but three minutes left to play 
Things looked grim  for the Smallville 
Eleven 
They didn't have the ball. 
And if they didn't get it soon, 
Their championship would fall. 
The people were off their seats; 
Their hometeam was behind; 
Bigtown had the football; 
But the c 
For the do 
Bigtown W' 
The hike, ti 
As the pig 
O'Brien ca 
Grabbing i 
Then we 
It was the 
The peopl 
Cheering, 
But an offi 
"Two min 
The crowd 
And hoped 
The favori 
Clancy at 
All the people* 
When they got what they wanted to see. 
For  with  Clancy's agility,  power  and 
speed, 
There was no doubt to what the outcome 
would be. 
Yes, Clancy was their hero, 
And no one to the otherwise would say. 
For Clancy scored not only one, 
But two Smallville touchdowns that day. 
The official now took the ball, 
And lay it on the ground. 
He blew his whistle, raised his arm, 
And deliberately said "First Down!" 
The quarterback called the signals; 
He knew just what to do. 
He faded back, and spotted Clancy; 
But to the crowd's dismay, overthrew. 
Clancy angrily picked up the ball, 
And slammed it to the ground. 
The official called no penalty, 
But did yell, "Second down!"1* 
Again the quarterback dropped back; 
And again Clancy got the call; 
But before the pass could get to him, 
A defender blocked the ball. 
An official retrieved it quickly, 
And looked at his watch to say, 
"Time is running out for Smallville; 
There are thirty seconds left to play." 
The quarterback was in a frenzy; 
He knew of only one thing to do; 
that day. 
He faded back to pass once more 
for Clancy, in the clear. 
He had outrun everyone by yards; 
Not one defender was near. 
The quarterback unleashed the ball; 
His aim was straight and true. 
To catch the ball was the only thing 
That Clancy had to do. 
The fans were on their feet; 
They were bringing down the stands. 
All of Smallville was shaking, 
As the ball hit Clancy's hands. 
There was laughter in the town that day; 
People celebrated, one and all. 
But the joy was not in Smallville, 
Mighty Clancy dropped the ball. 
Slumbering wino: sunk in the cold earth 
by Beacon Street, you pass 
your hours of exhaustion, 
oblivious. 
Cars and freshmen pass you by; 
you are a first 
experience 
in Big City Boston. 
Your bottle bought with collected pennies 
sleeps, unlike you, protected 
by a brown crumpled sack. 
Against dampness and the element's 
of peer's attacks 
you two 
hold fort. 
You are an incongruous warrior; your bottle your sword. 
I 
Maria Shatkin 
formal affair 
Clothed only in your Freudian slip, 
you stand naked 
before my interrogation. 
You've given yourself away 
through attire; no longer 
are my questions proper 
dress for the formality 
of this final occassion. 
Maria Shatkin 
Read Me a Story 
Little Laurie ran into the room 
where her grandfather sat 
listening to the radio. 
"Grampa, Grampa. please read 
me a story." she said smiling. 
"Certainly. Laurie." said the 
grandfather standing up and 
walking slowly towards the 
bookshelf 
"No, no. not out of that book 
('■rampa. I want you to read me a 
story out of this new book I got for 
my birthday." said Laurie. 
The grandfather walked back to 
his chair and sat down. 
"Here Grampa," she said put- 
ting the book in his hands. 
The grandfather opened the book 
and then closed it again. 
"Won't Mommy or Daddy read a 
story to you''" asked the grand- 
father 
"No. they said they were too 
busy, but you're not too busy are 
you Grampa. you always read me 
stories." said Laurie. 
The grandfather held the young 
girl on his lap. 
"Well yes." he said, "Grampa 
has a lot of things he has to do Why 
don't you go out and play." 
"Oh Grampa, why is everyone so 
mean? Why won't anyone read me 
a story?" and she ran out of the 
room crying. 
A tear came to the old man's eye 
as he walked to the bookcase. 
"Third book from the left, fourth 
shelf" he thought to himself and he 
took the book off the shelf and 
walked back to his chair and sat 
down. 
"She wouldn't understand if I 
told her, she is too young" he 
thought 
"Ah yes. the Bible" he thought 
and he opened the book to the first 
page. 
"The First Book of Moses, called 
Genesis Chapter I In the beginning 
God created the heaven and the 
earth." he read moving his fingers 
over the Braille type on the page 
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Ideal Student 
The WPI 
Punting Song 
-Lyrics by Bill Ault rn    „ 
-Tune suggested by Rich Olson pirated 
By Paul M. Stein 
Class of 1975 D403 
The ideal student is indeed one of 
the world's rarest creatures and 
should as such be preserved and 
cherished. It is the author's pur- 
pose to offer here, for the 
edification of rabid ideal — student 
watchers everywhere these 
hitherto unrevealed secrets 
gleaned from the half-forgotten 
writings of an ancient Oriental 
sect, compiled from the yellowed 
manuscripts of an obscure French 
monk, and substantiated by a 
lifetime of modern diligent 
research en the habits, habitats, 
physical, and metaphysical traits 
of this oft-misunderstood, much- 
maligned species. 
Let us first dispose all those 
myths   and   old   wives'   tales 
Not so very long ago, we entered Boynton Hall 
There we were accepted, to begin the following fall. 
We dreamed of all the marvelous grades that 
we were going to make, 
We didn't count on Olin Hall and that was our mistake. 
Chorus (If the ballad is to be sung, tune of 
'Onward Christian Soldiers'): 
Onward Tech Slipstickers 
Marching as to war 
With CRC tables 
On to flunk some more. 
Olin houses physics, a wonder to us all 
Second semester freshman year, we answer to its call. 
We enter that semester with drive and grit and spunk, 
But no matter what we do, we all unhappily flunk. 
Now here I've told a lie, which I'll hasten to set right, 
There are those among us, who have the mathematical might 
To survive the lecture, do the labs, and to take the tests with pride, 
And heaven knows, these two or three, ruin the curves we ride. 
Now Goddard Hall's no different, with chemistry in store 
Many's the sorry soul who's cried, "No more, dear God, no more! " 
Freshman year we fudge the labs and fear quizzes in our class 
And in the end, to our chagrin, we find we didn't pass. 
And down in Gordon's basement is a wonder to behold 
A mass of circuits, cards, and tapes that's worth its weight in gold. 
Computer program backlog is what we come to fear 
My astrologer just told me I will get mine next year. 
Higgins and Washburn are the M.E.'s learning place 
And Alden Labs in Holden keeps up the torrid pace, 
Stress and strain and load and pull are objects of this lesson 
And hold on tight, because you see, that's only intersession. 
In Stratton Hall, we have the profs, who teach us all mathematics. 
Their offices are tucked away in closets up in attics. 
They love to give the hourlies through which we moan and wail, 
And as to be expected, we usually find we fail. 
In Kaven Hall the men are civil, courteous, kind, and neat 
And to pass their courses is a truly awesome feat. 
Building bridges out of concrete, aluminum, or steel 
The arguments, pro and con, make all the C .E. 's reel. 
Atwater-Kent is where the E.E.'s currently reside 
And weather all the shocking puns that they must abide. 
The professors show resistance to their pupil's capacities 
They measure their potential, and deal up their F's with ease. 
In Salisbury Hall behold we find the tough humanities : 
Drama, Eco, Russian wars, we struggle all with these 
The English profs (forgive me) are tops upon my list 
Although they will disown me since I always write like this. 
In Harrington and Alumni gym we find our friend P.E. 
And down there in the basement, the glorious ROTC. 
But athletics teach a lesson as through our tests we grunt 
Where do you think the saying came, "When in doubt, punt!" 
The dorms are so amazing, as they extract their fee 
Morgan, Daniels, Stoddard, and our own beat-up Riley. 
Let us not forget the Higgins estate, a wonderful addition, 
It costs about ten bucks per student just to heat the kitchen. 
As we return to Boynton Hall, to pay into this place, 
We look long at the price tag, a very sad, sad case. 
The money that we pay out puts us close to tears 
But what really hurts is, we may be here fourteen years. 
by    the ignorant and  misinformed. 
Contrary to popular belief, which characterizes the 
ideal student as short, stoutish, and disinclined to 
embrace athletic endeavor, the ideal student in 
reality comes in all guises, though it has a marked 
tendency (96.77 per cent of the time) to sport two or 
more of the following: red and black-checkered plaid 
shirts, green slacks always with cuffs, red, orange, 
yellow, or white socks, and black plastic rimmed 
glasses. 
The ideal student, or as is termed scientifically, 
rstudent turkeyus. will tend to gravitate towards the 
front and center of the lecture hall or classroom. 
Thus, the most likely place in which to find it is in the 
front and center seats directly opposite the lecturing 
professor. Another excellent place in which to find the 
ideal student is in any college computer center. 
Other characteristics helpful in seeking and 
detecting this most elusive creature are its peculiar 
predilection for raising its hand like a German SS foot 
soldier's salute, and a perplexing propensity for 
answering questions with the speed and unfailing 
accuracy of an IBM Mark 30 computer. It also takes a 
perverse delight in, lugging all its textbooks in a 
briefcase, carrying its slide rule on its belt, and 
holding all its pencils, pens, erasers, and assignment 
pads in its bulging shirt pocket, when travelling from 
class to class. 
A pointer, here, on the ideal student's eyeballs. 
Though often obscured by bottle-bottomed lensed 
spectacles, an observant estudent turkeyua scholar 
may note that its eyes burn with a fervor for all things 
academic. 
Finally, a curious but telling mannerism may 
prove invaluable for those still wavering in un- 
certainty The true student, when passing a 
professor's desk, will reveal a vague uneasiness, 
clouding its customary eager and inquisitive ex- 
pression It may be attributed to 
traced from its childhood, to prop 
there 
latent desire, 
big red apple 
The Visitors 
by William Meddick 
Contact had been made with the aliens. After years and years of scanning the skies the 
huge radiotelescope finally received patterned and regular radio signals from space The 
area of the signals was pinpointed and for years the process of listening and trying to 
decipher the messages went on. Until finally the break through was made. The signals 
were translated into an intelligible speech and immediately messages in this code were 
sent across space in hope of the alien life receiving them. 
This great achievement is now the past. For now, on this day, the aliens from across the 
blackness of space were to land on our planet. They had developed an advanced form of 
space travel and the agreement upon a visit was made by the two planets. During the talks 
through space the two worlds learned that they were very similar in the make up of the 
planets they lived on and their speech and even the advancement of technology. However 
the alien visitors did have an edge in this last department. 
There was only one thing that everyone was wondering. What do the aliens look like? 
Would they be too terrifying to look at? Or would they look like us? 
Sitting at home, as were most of the people, watching the television coverage of the 
landing of the aliens were Joseph, Susan, and Laurie. The whole family was gathered 
around the television. 
'Radiocontact has been made with the aliens and reentry procedure has begun. This is 
truly a great day.' as the television announcer spoke. 
"I wonder what they look like?" 
asked Susan 
"They probably look something 
like us." said Joe. 
"But what if they have big ugly 
heads with tentacles and green 
eyes?" asked Laurie. 
"Well it might cause difficulties 
in the talks if one could not even 
look at the aliens while talking to 
them." said Joseph 
Sallys Birthday 
By William Meddick 
It was Sally's Birthday. Her mother had a big party 
with lots of cake and ice cream and party hats. They 
played nin the tail on the donkey and ran about the 
house laughing and playing. 
Sally got lots of nice presents from her friends, a 
new doll, an Uncle Wiggley Game and lots of other 
nice presents 
After the party was over, Sally picked up a new 
book she had gotten for her birthday and ran to her 
father, who was sitting in a chair reading the 
newspaper. 
"Daddy, Daddy, read me a story, please," she said 
handing him a book. 
Mr. Oter looked at the book, "Mother Goose, ht 
said. "Who gave you this nice book?" 
"Carol," said Sally smiling, "She's my best 
friend." 
"Well that was very nice of Carol and I hope you 
thanked her," said Mr. Oter. 
"Oh yes. I did," Sally said. 
And so Sally's father read her the first story out of 
Mother Goose. 
When he had finished Sally looked up and said, "I 
liked that story Daddy, please read me another one." 
"I think it's time for you to go to bed little lady," 
said Mr. Oter. 
"Oh, do I have to Daddy?" moaned Sally. 
"Yes, now go on up and your mother will tuck you 
in," said Mr. Oter. 
The alien spacecraft stood silent.     "Good night Daddy," said Sally and she kissed her 
The letters in red. USSR., stood father good night and ran upstairs to bed. 
out boldly as did the huge hammer     A lear came to Mr. Oter's eye. 
and sickle "Seventeen years  old," he thought to  himself. •" 
"Look, look they're showing the 
landing." said Susan. 
"We have touchdown at 12:35" 
said the announcer. 
The alien space ship looked very 
different from anything they had 
ever seen before The hatch of the 
spacecraft opened slowly and out 
stepped one of the aliens. 
All across the nation people were 
shocked at the sight of the aliens 
They were repulsive to look at. 
People were turning off their 
television sets 
Susan covered her eyes. 
"They are ugly." she said. 
"Yes it is as I feared," said Joe, 
"the alien visitors are too repulsive 
to even look at for a brief time." 
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silently saying 
warm rain slunk slept on her joy wept wind-whirled hair. 
with glistening reed waving hot flash filtering from eyes behind, 
she whispered moist mouthed lips open through her hair; 
a thousand thread arms beckoning for me to be enwebbed behind. 
gregory jundanian 
t|r a gate to black 
iron wrought bars 
the only living 
tree on campus in 
color 
crying her death 
and because i miss 
the people of the fall 
i cry too. 
paula laberge 
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castle climb 
castle climb 
up to the hill 
swollen with the 
richness 
and beauty 
of autumn. 
burnished brandy 
and 
tarnished brass 
golden hues 
of flaming amber 
life before death in radiance. 
sat 
on 
a 
windows! 11 
and wal 
the 
rain 
paula labepge 
saw 
bird 
on 
a 
chimney top 
it was very 
small. 
Allison Huse 
The wheat grows high in the field, 
The farmer admires his crop, 
This is truly a good yield, 
me that can't be topped. 
A new miracle dung, 
Makes it grow so high, 
It has no tongue, 
It cannot cry. 
- ■'—■——— 
talked out to Deer Point 
The path was worn and rocky, 
the moon, a gold 
medallion 
strung on a silver 
rope of stars 
The bell buoy in the harbor 
rocked with heavy bells. 
I stood silently 
and meditated 
Soon my thoughts were peaceful 
The water stopped crashing 
and 1 knew God 
was not angry with 
Man anymore. 
paula laberge 
shiver 
cold pooled rapid rushed round my mind 
shot quick silver slid 
down my spine, 
electric nebula 
throttled quake quivered 
nerves hot cold 
stole numb, limbs, 
and life from 
/outh to old. 
gently flows the river 
a mist covers the silent waters; 
Depth. 
a frightened rabbit, 
soft and lovely but. 
Alone, 
seated at the river's edge, 
its beautiful reflection, 
reaching out, 
caressing, touching, loving; 
warmth. 
a young fawn stops to watch 
in wonder, 
he sees himself reflected in her eyes, 
seeing more than young eyes, 
Can Know. 
Life is so tender, 
so full of beauty, 
that it is only possible 
to know life, 
by having lived it. 
Wayne M.Bryant 
gregoryjundanian 
It grows to his desire, 
caters to his wants, 
"Bow only to your sire 
He has made the brain the dunce. 
4 
Stann Chonofsky 
greed 
a man down by the beach 
sunk his hand into the sea 
and held the whole ocean in his reach 
and tucked it all in his pocket 
with the breeze, beaches, and the trees 
selfishly taking us with it 
to an annoying world on his back 
where we soon left and died 
while hoping that someday 
he'd give it all back, 
the breeze, beaches, and the trees. 
When he stole a new suit of clothes. 
gregory jundanian 
oh, sea! 
sleepy sun-day spent on glow warmed silky sands 
with sea sighing caressing lubricious-loose moist sands 
with slow pulsed hand's rippling receeding flowing fingers. 
gregory jundanian     ^ 
I 
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A Special Issue     This Is My Country 
The mind of an engineer, as interpreted in the 
philosophy of the WPI Plan, is capable of much more than 
just memorizing formulas or wading through technical 
problems. As the following pages will show, self ex- 
pression through various literary forms is indeed possible 
in this scientific community. 
We thought we would give you 
something special for this special time of 
the school year. With the normal routine 
temporarily suspended, inter-session has 
been a relatively relaxing period. There 
are few pressures, few worries and plenty 
of time to think. We hope we've captured 
this mood in putting the issue together. 
It belongs, first of all, to you people. 
Some of you have some pretty important 
things to say. The student response was 
encouraging — better than we expected. 
We had hoped, however, for more interest 
on the part of the faculty. All contributors 
have been represented at least once (along 
with some of our own ideas). The ones we 
feel deserve your special attention have 
been grouped on pages four and five. Our 
congratulations to the contest winners; 
our thanks to all the other entrants. 
Please take some time out to read this 
collection and think about it too. Let us 
know how you liked it. 
The Tech News Staff 
Unlike the remainder of this paper, this article is 
not devoted to the artistic beauty of writing. 
On Saturday, January 8, 1972 the American 
Broadcasting Company presented a news special 
entitled "Assault on Privacy". For anyone who 
caught the program, it was an intelligently presented 
The Ravings of A Fool 
This is about nobody in par- 
ticular. Nor is it just filler for this 
newsheet But, it is in the James 
Joyce style called "stream of 
consciousness". The babblings of 
one person on the things that 
bother and interest me. 
Starting at the top. Dick Nixon 
bothers me. He is a candy-ass. As 
George Wallace would say: "He's 
pussy-footing". He's a politician, 
not a president. Then again George 
Wallace isn't exactly a modern 
version of the Christ child. 
Speaking of Christ, I don't need to 
pray with the aid of a priest, nor do 
I care to hear prayers said to the 
tune of a guitar at some early hour 
on Sunday morning. 
J. Edgar Hoover rips me off. He 
rips everybody off who doesn't 
brown nose him. He has more 
power than any other six people 
combined. Any six. He worries 
more about what Efran Zimbalist 
The Last Editorial 
For three-and-one-half years I have been active in campus affairs. 
During that time I have attempted much, failed often, achieved some 
success, felt some disappointment, been ridiculed, been right, been 
wrong. In this, my LAST EDITORIAL, I will not vent my spleen to 
release my frustrations; nor will I act as a prophet of doom in predicting 
that Tute is going to hell in a wheel-barrow. Rather, at this juncture in my 
career with much to do and little time to do it in, I'd like to offer some 
observations, criticisms, and suggestions. 
It is time for an awakening amongst the      Often  students  complain  that  Student 
student body, time for them to accept their    Government serves no purpose. Here are a 
responsibility to themselves and their 
community and to take a more active role. 
I've seen quite a parade of Student Body 
Presidents - Stelmak, Udell, Mc- 
Tammany, Bagdis, Hobill, Sojka - some of 
whom have accomplished more than others; 
however, only one has succeeded in fulfilling 
his primary role as Representative of the 
Student Body, prime mover, and people's 
advocate. Only Fat Al was able to capture 
the imagination and spark the enthusiasm of 
the student body so as to excite them and 
inspire them to participate in their own 
Student Government. Rich Sojka does a fine 
job, but he has never been able to fill the 
Library Seminar Room the way Mc- 
Tammanv did back in 1970. 
Regardless of how many crises 
he solves, how many programs he 
innaugerates, or how well atuned 
he is to student opinion, the Student 
Body President - and the Student 
Government must win the trust, 
respect, and support of the student 
body OR IT WILL HAVE 
FAILED The job of President of 
the Student Body has been 
demeaned as that of a figurehead. 
A combination emissary of good 
willl and master of ceremonies. 
True, one of his most important 
jobs is public relations; but not the 
type Roger Perry's office turns 
out He is responsible for main- 
taining two-way communications 
with his constituency, keeping 
them involved, acting as their 
agent. While the Tech News must 
keep the campus informed, the 
Student Body President must read 
the campus and keep the Student 
Government informed. He must be 
a figure around whom people will 
rally, and who can persuade people 
to work with him and for him. In 
short, he must be a man of 
charisma. 
The Student Body has its own 
responsibilities. They must take an 
active interest in their own well 
being I know several individuals 
who possess the necessary 
qualifications, time, and energy to 
serve as President, but they are 
reluctant to do so They feel that 
their expenditure of time and effort 
would be wasted on the apathetic 
student community. This is a poor 
attitude, but student "activists" 
have long been frustrated by this 
unresponsive campus. 
few of the things that the Executive Com- 
mittee will be working on this coming 
semester: 
1. Establishment of a Campus Recycling 
Center 
2. Development of WICN as a Medium of 
Campus Communications 
3. Constitutional Amendments Concerning 
the Social Committee, Student Activities 
Board, and Faculty Committees 
4. Campus Judicial System 
5. Student Housing 
6. Faculty Evaluation and Course Critique 
7. Academic and Career Advising 
These   are   not   archetypal   Student 
Government issues. They virtually concern 
and greatly affect you as a student. The 
challenge is there. Wake up; get involved. 
will say on Sunday nite than he 
does about organized crime. Spiro 
Agnew bothers everyone. 
Worcester Tech bothers me. 
There is more red tape and con- 
fusion here in the upper echelons 
than I have ever seen before in the 
private sector President Hazzard 
is very personable, but he doesn't 
take a stand on anything but his 
carpet. Then again he doesn't have 
to. He is surrounded by some of the 
most apathetic people I have ever 
known. His toughest decision lately 
was figuring out the vacation 
schedule for his underlings. Where 
has Bobby Stoddard gone? Not two 
years ago everyone wanted to talk 
to him for one reason or another. 
Are things at WPI perfect? Are 
there no injustices left in the 
world? 
Did you know that after you 
graduate and go to work you will 
work 2 to 3 months each year for 
Uncle Sam? Except you won't get 
your tax money back anymore. 
Would any of you care to work 
three months per year and con- 
tribute your salary to me? 
I think that mayor White would 
make a damn good governor. I 
think Governor Sargeant would 
make a good vice-president. So 
would Senator Ed Brooke. Brooke 
would also make a really super 
U.S. Attorney General. Martha 
Mitchell would make a good 
telephone operator. The FBI's ten 
most wanted fugitives would make 
a crack team on the front lines of 
the war in IndoChina. 
When you laugh at Archie 
Bunker, do you laugh at him or at 
yourself? Or maybe at your 
roomates and best friends. 
Do I bother you? I laugh at you. I 
swear at you I am bothered by 
you. You are all literate, this is the 
only place you can get even with 
me. Unless of course you start your 
own paper Or place a sheet on 
Earle Bridge This is your paper. 
You pay for it. $12,000 each year. 
You may as well get your say in it 
too. Do it. 
Anonymous 
/ Am Old 
I have no time 
to look at my dolls 
or the dead roses 
you gave me at the 
dance. 
I am waiting  
Zhc ZLecbUlewe 
I am getting Old 
things are gray before 
my eyes 
There is no time 
for writing poems. 
I am waiting  
The age set in 
I can't even remember 
my best friend or 
the color of my favorite 
dress 
My mind is foggy. 
I am waiting to.... 
I can't hear you 
when you come 
to visit 
My memory is failing. 
I am waiting to die. 
I am Old. 
paula laberge 
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series of interviews with people on both sides of the 
issue. It was also unnerving. 
TV Guide billed it as "a sobering account of law 
enforcement surveillance and consumer credit 
reporting." Sobering was an understatement. The 
show featured political dissenters and conducted 
unlawful searches and seizures of peoples' personal 
property. It also showed instances where credit in- 
formation was erroneous and was distributed to 
commercial organizations. 
It would seem that some kind of public awakening 
is in order. At this time, there are small, scattered 
groups making noises about the subject. By making 
these noises, however, they are subjecting them- 
selves to the very injustices which they seek to bring 
to the public awareness WPI is made up of very 
quiet, very intelligent and very ignorant individual!. 
This is no contradiction. The IQ of the collective body 
at Tech is far above normal. But we cant exist just as 
a body. We must wake up and become involved in the 
things which affect our friends and ourselves. 
I don't claim to be a crusader for human rights. I 
have been as ignorant as anyone until January 
eighth. But for those who saw the ABC special, it 
becomes time to smarten up. 
Were you at the demonstrations following the 
Cambodia invasion in 1970? If you are one of the ones 
who carried the cardboard coffins at the ROTC final 
review at that time, your picture, among other 
things, is on Tile with the FBI, along with 110,000 
others. If you were thought to be one of the 
organizers, then chances are that several discreet 
interviews were conducted about your political views 
and lifestyles. Naturally, these were done without 
your knowledge and certainly without your per- 
mission. Also, if you were important enough to them, 
the dates of other rallies and demonstrations which 
you attended were recorded as well as the names of 
any subversives present. You'd better hope that 
someone who looks a lot like you wasn't there and 
recorded as you. 
For anyone in Boynton or on the faculty who is 
likely to be asked about my views and lifestyles, if 
this ever gets into the wrong hands, may I say this: I 
am an independent voter. I very seldom get this riled 
up over a situation. I do not intend to violently 
overthrow the government, although there are some 
changes which need to be made. I have shorter length 
hair and would be considered by my colleagues to be 
a member of the silent majority. I am writing this 
article to try and awaken a dormant spirit in a small 
group of people like myself. 
It is not fair of me to single out the FBI alone. 
Consumer credit organizations also have your name 
and the amounts and dates of all large credit tran- 
sactions you may have made They would also know 
how many times you have overdrawn your checking 
account. They only deal with firms which come to 
them, however, so if your dealings have been wholly 
admirable with firms not on the credit firm's list you 
are not rated if someone asks the credit people about 
you This will hurt your chances to obtain credit. The 
credit bureaus also use computers, 
the same ones which can foul up 
your programs time after time 
They can manifest an unpaid loan 
on your record just as easily as 
they print error statements But 
you won't know about it You can't 
find out your record with them 
unless you lie and run a credit 
check on yourself under false 
pretenses 
Tech News Office   Tel. 753-1411      Ext. 245 
This is a violation of an 
American's rights. We must op- 
pose such violations I don't say 
that the FBI and the credit bureaus 
shouldn't be allowed to keep 
records on us, but I do maintain 
that we have a right to see them on 
request, so that errors can be 
corrected. Right now you don't 
stand a snowball's chance in Hell 
of getting them. I maintain that 
this is wrong. 
If you have read along this far, I 
thank you and hope that I may 
have lit a small fire under you. 
Write soon to a representative of 
your area in the Congress. Urge 
that legislation be drawn up to 
enable you to see any files someone 
keeps on you. It is the right of 
every American. As a postscript. I 
would suggest that anyone who has 
ever questioned the role or 
methods of the FBI read "Hoover's 
FBI" by former FBI agent 
William W Turner who is probably 
at this time the subject of intensive 
interest to them. 
Anonymous 
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Faculty Evaluation 
Committee 
Bova Opens 
Intersession 
A faculty committee has been 
established, under the chairmanship of 
Prof. Donald N. Zwiep, to formulate 
procedures for a proposed student 
evaluation of faculty. The committee, 
consisting of Profs. Zwiep, DeFalco, 
Hillsinger and van Alstyne, Steve Hunter 
(GS), Donald Lavoie "73, and Frank 
Dempsey '74, have to date worked in the 
formulation of objectives and the 
development of the questionnaire which 
can be used to meet these objectives. They 
plan to meet a February 1st deadline so 
that the questionnaire may be discussed 
by the faculty at its February 24th 
meeting, with the objective that the 
questionnaire be used in the coming spring 
semester. The committee will recommend 
that the questionnaire be used on a trial 
basis during the Spring Semester of '72, 
and the A and B terms of the fall of '72, 
with the results of the survey going only to 
the instructor involved for his self- 
development. Starting with the spring of 
1973 terms C and D, it is planned that the 
results would be published in the fall of 
1973. 
If anyone has any suggestions for the 
committee he is urged to contact one of the 
members, or if anyone would like to meet 
with the committee he should contact Prof. 
Zwiep in the Mechanical Engineering 
Department, Ext. 221. 
A taped introduction by Issac 
Asimov provided an appropriate 
electronic introduction to a future- 
oriented talk by Ben Bova, editor 
of Analog science fiction 
magazine. Mr. Bova substituted as 
the keynote speaker for Asimov, 
who was unable to be present for 
the opening of Intersession as 
originally scheduled. 
Mr. Bova first spoke of our 
present problems of population and 
pollution. Citing the Second Law 
of Thermodynamics he declared, 
"There's no such thing as a free 
lunch " He pointed out how we will 
have to order our values and 
decide exactly what kind of world 
we wish to live in and how much we 
are willing to pay for it. 
A sci-fi writer, Mr. Bova ex- 
plained that science fiction is not 
intended to predict the future but to 
present possibilities for 
tomorrow's world. Nevertheless, 
Mr Bova delved a bit into 
prediction. Cities will become 
obsolete as communications 
develop as there will be no 
necessity for a central gathering 
place to conduct business. In- 
telligent life will be discovered in 
the universe. Mr. Bova spoke with 
an element of restraint in this area. 
He said that the distances and time 
involved would make any Jour- 
neying between solar systems a 
one way ride even If suspended 
animation existed. 
Tech News Staff 
Meeting Wednesday 
January 26 at 9:00 
Elections for New Staff 
Meet in Goddard 227 
Winners will be notified 
as to where and when they 
can pick up their prizes in 
the first issue of the TECH 
NEWS next semester. 
FILM STUDY COURSES 
1972 Spring Semester 
Please note time changes In the film studies courses offered at 
Worcester State College: 
ME 240 Elements of the Screen Language 
Taught by Mr. Hodgkinson 
Tuesdays 10:30 a.m. - 1:30 p.m. 
ME 320 Introduction to Screen Education 
Taught by Mr. Hodgkinson 
Thursdays 10:30 a.m. - 1:30 p.m. 
ME 340 Basic H MM Film Production 
Taught by Mr. Byers at the Worcester Art Museum 
Tuesdays & Thursdays 8:30 a.m. - 10:30 a.m. 
The following course will be offered at Clark: 
FA 150 History of the American Film 
Taught by Mr. Hodgkinson 
Mondays 1:30 p.m. - 4:30 p.m. 
For more information call 752-5121, ext. 306 at Worcester State 
College, or 753-1411, ext. 435 at Worcester Consortium for High 
Education, or consult your registrar. 
Mr. Ben Bova, editor of Analog, 
gives keynote address for In- 
tersession. 
In Mr. Bova's opinion, the 
development of nuclear fusion and 
the lasar will have the greatest 
impact on the future. The 
possibilities for the lasar are only 
just beginning to be explored. If a 
sustained fusion reaction is 
achieved, the hydrogen and 
oxygen in the ocean can provide an 
almost inexhaustable source of 
power. 
The opening of Intersession was 
held Monday evening., January 7 
in Harrington Auditorium. Prior to 
Bova's speech, President Hazzard 
gave a short talk on what WPI 
hoped to accomplish during In- 
tersession. Intersession is a look 
ahead to WPI under the plan so 
it was fitting that Ben Bova's talk 
be    a look into the future 
^fc 
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Steve Tremblay 
Rm. 402 East Wing 
Thayer Hospital 
Waterville, Me. 
Lorrl I ind and Nancy Berube in a scene from  "The Play of the 
Weather", the finished production of an Intersession course. 
For anyone interested in the recorder 
WPI RECORDER GROUP 
Alden Music Room, Thurs., Feb. 10,   4:10 p.m. 
for information contact H. Beall Ext. 386 
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TECH Tim« Marches Rack 
SOPHS 
■• 
ROPE PULL 
Froth Receive Mad Bath 
RECORD C ROWD ATTENDS 
Shortly after the football game 
hut Saturday afternoon, Freshmen 
and Sophomores began to appear 
in clothes which, from all ap- 
pearances, had teen better days. A 
little later the Freshmen marched 
down West street with the rope 
over their shoulders and stretched 
it across the pond in readiness for 
the Pull. The Freshmen had won 
the toss and had' chosen the 
Salisbury street side of the pond 
where they gathered under Cap- 
tain Mclnnes. The Sophomores 
gathered under Captain Higgins on 
the Park Ave. side. I. B. Smith was 
head coxswain for the Freshmen 
and Stan Johnson for the 
Sophomores. The whole park was 
crowded with spectators, and it 
took considerable effort to keep 
them quiet and from pressing too 
closely to the teams. 
All preparations made, the first 
shot was fired at 5:23 when 
everyone dug in and was ready for 
the second shot which was fired 
thirty seconds later. Both sides 
held at first but after a few 
moments the Freshmen started 
their pulling. After the slack rope 
had been taken in, they struck an 
unyielding strength in the 
Sophomore        ranks. The 
Sophomores now gave one long 
heave, taking the Freshmen by 
surprise and thereby gaining a 
little ground. The Freshmen pulled 
again but the rope only stiffened 
and went slack between their 
heaves. The Sophomores now 
started their pulling in earnest and 
from this time on except for rests 
and Freshman heaving, the rope 
started for the Sophomore side 
where several men were kept busy 
with the rosin. The Freshmen 
yielded slowly at first, but as soon 
as a few struck the water, their 
stand was less firm. After twenty- 
six minutes the last Freshman was 
through. 
The Sophomores, four abreast, 
now started to parade with the rope 
over their shoulders. With a great 
deal of noise, singing, and 
cheering, and led by a policeman 
on motorcycle, they marched down 
Main street, around the post office, 
down Front street, back Summer 
street, and up Salisbury street to 
the HIU where they gave a "Long 
Worcester" for the cops, who had 
been with the parade. 
^^r;. 
Although the Freshmen seemed 
to have the better team and spirit 
throughout the practising, they 
lacked proper team-work, which 
was the big lesson the Sophomores 
learned last year, and made them 
work as a unit this year. Through 
the efforts of the Junior committee 
in arranging everything the Pull 
came off very well. 
I^Qfi^PPI^PHi f^B'— 
INSTITUTE PARK SOON AFTER  ITS  PRESENTATION TO THE CITY 
Do You Know That Tech Has the Right to 
Errect Buildings in Institute Park 
November 15, 1921 
Do you know that the school has 
the right to erect buildings in In- 
stitute Park and do you know why 
the park is named after the In- 
stitute? There are very few 
students probably who do know the 
real history of this attractive plot 
of land with its pond which has 
been the scene of so many famous 
ropepulls. It is interesting, 
however, from Tech's standpoint, 
for when the park was presented to 
the city over thirty years ago the 
conditions gave the Institute 
certain very definite rights which 
have not yet been availed of. 
In a letter to the Mayor of 
Worcester, which was written 
about June 20, 1887, Mr. Stephen 
Salisbury stated that Worcester 
had changed materially in the last 
ten years and that it was gradually 
losing its rural aspect which of- 
fered refreshment and cheer to the 
inhabitants of the city. The many 
gardens and grounds formerly 
surrounding the houses had long 
since been divided into building 
lots, and were occupied by 
buildings which had little more 
land about them than was actually 
required for their use. 
He also stated that the changes 
are taking place with increasing 
rapidity and he foresaw that there 
would be a time when most of the 
citizens would be without verdure 
and shrubbery about their homes. 
At this time the city possessed the 
park at Lake Quinsigamond, due to 
the forethought and liberality of 
two citizens, but while large parks 
are important, smaller parks 
easily reached by foot and in dif- 
ferent parts of the city are equally 
important. Mr. Salisbury saw that 
unless these small parks were 
promptly secured they could never 
be obtained within easy reach of 
the business portion of the city. 
With the above facts in mind and 
with a view of promoting to some 
extent the accomplishment of what 
is desired by every citizen of 
Worcester, Mr.Salisbury offered to 
the City of Worcester the following 
grant of land. The, tract included 
Salisbury Pond, and comprised in 
all about eighteen acres. The gift 
was made subject to a grant to the 
Institute of certain rights and also 
to certain other conditions, all of 
which were accepted by the city. 
The conditions of this gift are 
that this area shall be called In- 
stitute Park in recognition of the 
usefulness of the Worcester 
Polytechnic Institute to the 
material interests of the city and 
county: that the Worcester 
Polytechnic Institute shall from 
and after twenty years from the 
date of this gift have the right to 
erect a building or buildings, "of 
attractive exterior," and to occupy 
the same for educational purposes 
upon a portion of said tract 200 feet 
by 150 feet, lying at least sixty feet 
from Salisbury Street upon the 
highest portion of the area now 
held, opposite the land belonging to 
the Institute and extending east 
and west in the longest dimension. 
This spot can be seen in the picture 
which was taken soon after the 
land was taken over by the city. 
The letter of gift then goes on to 
recite the exact boundaries of this 
tract of 30,000 feet, also to provide 
for the right of access to the tract 
from Salisbury Street, any 
question to be adjusted by 
agreement between the Park 
Commission of the City of Wor- 
cester and the Trustees of the 
Institute. It was stipulated, too, 
that this location, might be 
changed for another within the 
park limits, by mutual agreement 
all these privileges and rights were 
confirmed by the Institute by the 
deed executed by Mr. Salisbury 
and recorded December 19, 1887 
The Sinclair Chair was the first 
and this is the second of a series of 
articles which are to deal with bits 
of Tech's history. The Institute has 
a past which is full of stories of 
interest yet a student hears but a 
few of them in his four years here. 
The NEWS will endeavor to bring 
more of them before you so that 
everyone will have a knowledge of 
the traditions upon which his 
memory of Tech is based in the 
years to come. 
December 17, 1940 
Through the generosity of the 
Alumni Association of Northern 
New Jersey, the library has 
available a sum of money with 
which to purchase fifteen to twenty 
non-technical books for 
recreational reading. 
November 12, 1940 
The Faculty Act in the Tech 
Carnival is in need of some Fourth 
of July fireworks. Prof. Wellman 
asks that any student who can 
procure a supply of fireworks, 
sparklers in particular, should see 
him immediately. A survey of local 
stores has proved fruitless because 
of the city ban on fireworks. 
Freshmen in the Dormitory 
seem to have sufficient am- 
munition of this caliber as 
evidenced by the nightly aerial 
attacks, here is a chance to use this 
supply for a good purpose. 
MISS    RUBY   H.    Uf\Y 
Dancing Glass Wed. Eve.     Saturday Eve. Assemblies 
SUBSCRIPTION  AND TAX He 
Terpaichoraan Ball. 311 Main St. 
311 Main St. 
Tach Students Cordially invitad 
WED   OR  SAT 
Tal. Park SOW 
The Reception 
Philip W. Linnell, '23 
A guarded door, two waiting lines, 
With paddles poised for action. 
Some eager looks, some "trouble" signs 
With hope for satisfaction. 
Then out they came, that trembling horde, 
With looks of blank dismay. 
Then singly, bending low, they poured 
Along that bitter way. 
On bended knees they pass along 
'Mid shouts of exultation, 
Mingled with the paddle's song 
A frightened aggregation. 
Some clutched a shoe, some held a shirt, 
Their pants held by a garter. 
As downward, downward in the dirt 
Crawled each suffering martyr. 
They hastened on. each tortured chap 
Received a good impression. 
Upon each head a gaudy cap, 
Upon each face — depression. 
This is the tale of the battered class 
Well paddled — but alive. 
That henceforth on this Hill shall pass 
As nineteen twentv-five. 
L'Envoi 
The water is cold in October. 
September 27. 1921 
The WPI 
June 1885 
Vol. I, No. 1 
We who are about to write sahjte 
you. Oh! shade of Spartacut, wed* 
beg your pardon. We would bar* 
written it "to die", but nowadays 
those verbs, except by college, 
journalists, are not recognised at 
synonymous. 
Tech, it is with pride we raise 
your banner to the breeze, and, 
though the odds are against us, wt 
will strive faithfully to the end 
•••••• 
This is truly what we hope to do: 
to educate the young, edify the okt, 
encourage the successful, poor 
balm on the wounded spirit, and 
instruct the faculty; in short, to 
enlighten the world and elevate 
mankind. 
E athole Ravings 1921 
Never chase alter a woman or I 
streetcar. There will be another 
along in a minute or two. They 
don't come so often after midnight, 
but they go faster. 
Chattin: I think I'll go to the 
dance stag. 
Pep Burns: Why do that? 
Chattin: I haven't any doe. 
Quite right, Oliver. A number of 
low marks grow on a chemis tree. 
Co-ed: I can't stand kissing. 
Frosh: Shall we find a seat? 
Bashful (?) Beni I suppose it 
would be quite improper for me to 
kiss you on such short acquaint- 
ance. 
Interesting Miss: Yes, but ifs 
quite early in the evening yet. 
Joe: Have you ever been pinched 
for going too fast? 
Moe: No, but I have been 
slapped. 
Soph: What would you say if I 
flunked four subject!? 
Frosh: Get out, you're fooling! 
Soph: That's what the dean said 
Scientific 
Notes 
Economy Electric Co. 
21 FOSTER STREET 
After a long series of •* 
periments, Dr. Zulinski has show! 
that the cigar smoker receives 
more evil effects than the cigarane 
smoker and he in turn than tht 
user of a pipe, especially of a pise 
conducting the smoke throu|* 
water. 
Experiments made at the RojKl 
Opera House at Munich, ha« 
shown that, unlike gas, electridf 
actually lowers the temperature d 
a room lighted by it 
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